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PREFACE.

IN the ycars 1846, 1849, and 1852, I published illustrated journals of tours in
Central and Southern Italy, and in Albania, three books which met with a
successful reception from the Public, and were very kindly noticed by the
Press.

The present volume consists of journals written with the same intent and
plan as those which preceded them.  They describe, nearly word for word
as they were written, my impressions of the nature of the landscape in those
portions of Corsica through which I travelled. It is possible that the literary
part of this book may not prove of equal interest with that of the publica-
tions above named ; not, indecd, from any want of merit in the subject, but
because I have now no longer the help of friends who then kindly assisted me
by their criticisms, especially the late Robert A. Hornby, Esq., and Richard
Ford, Esq. But the aim of all these journals should be looked on as the
same, simply to be aids to the knowledge of scenery which I have visited and
dclincated.

I passed last winter at Cannes, intending to return carly in the spring to
Palestine, for the purpose of completing drawings and journals for a work
alrcady partly advanced ; but circumstances having prevented me from carry-
ing out this plan, I decided on going to Corsica, rather perhaps on account of
its being a place near at hand and casily reached, than from any distinct
impression as to the nature of the country, or from any particular interest in
its history, inhabitants, or scenery. It is true that the Corsican mountains are
sometimes visible from Cannes at sunrise, and latterly I had recad M. Prosper
Mcrimée's beautiful little tale of * Columba,” the scene of which lies in Cor-
sica ; but I confess to having been chiefly led to think of going there by that

pecessity which the wandering painter—whose life's occupation is travelling
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for pictorial or topographic purposes—is sure to find continually arising, that
of seeing some new place, and of adding fresh ideas of landscape to both
mind and portfolio—

*¢ For all experience is an arch, wherethrough

Gleams the untravell’d world, whose margin fades,
For ever and for ever when I move.”

It was growing late in the spring when I had decided on going to Corsica,
and time did not allow of my procuring books (though plenty have been
written on the subject) or maps. Valery’s “Voyages en Corse,” published so
long back as 1837, was the only guide I could obtain; nordid I happen to fall
in with any one who knew the Corsica of 1868. M. Prosper Merimée's visit
to the island had occurred many years back (though he most kindly procured
me letters of introduction which proved of great value). One friend wrote that
though there were roads, there were no carriages ; another that a yacht was the
only means of secing a place, the interior of which was intolerable for want of
accommodation. My ignorance was not bliss, and I would have got knowledge
if I could ; but as there was no remedy, and as I intended to pass some eight
or ten wecks there, I prepared to go to Corsica as I should have done to any
other land of unknown attributes, where I might find the necessity of roughing
it daily or nightly, or the contrary ; it cannot, I thought, be worse than
travelling in Albania or Crete, long journeys through both of which countries
I have survived.

A few words on the arrangements preliminary to such travelling may be
allowed. Some there are who declaim against carrying much luggage, and
who reduce their share of it td a minimum. From these I differ, having far
more often suffered from having too little “ roba” than too much. Clothing
for travelling comfortably in hot or cold climates, such as must be experienced
in the plains and mountains of an island so varied in formation as Corsica,
and for different phases of social life during an extended tour; great amount
of drawing material, folios, paper, &c.; an indian-rubber bath; above all, a
small folding camp or tent bed, of good use in many a long journey in Albania,
Syria, &c, and in which I am sure of sleep anywhere ; these, mostly contained
in a brace of strong saddle-bags, form a goodly assortment of luggage, and
eventually I found it to be not one iota too much.

Then, as to travelling alone, the prospect of which is dreadful to some, I
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almost always do so by preference, becausc I cannot otherwise dev6tc every
moment to my work, or so arrange plans as to insurc their success. Some-
times, indeed, I have made cxccp\tions to this rule, yet only in cases where
my fellow-travellers were not only as cager draftsmen as myself, and where 1,
being their senior, as well as instructor in sketching, could define and follow
all my own plans exactly and without hindrance. Strictly speaking, how-
ever, it is long since 1 made any tours really alone, as various sharp illnesses
have taught me the great inconvenience of doing so; and I have frequently
been thankful for the care of a good servant who has travelled with me for
many ycars. George Kokali, a Suliot, speaking sevcral languages, sober,
honest, and active, saves me all trouble and gives none; now carrying a
weight of cloaks and folios and “daily bread” for a twenty-mile walk or
more, anon keeping off dogs and bystanders when I am drawing, or cooking
and acting as house-servant when stationary ; a man of few words and
constant work.
Those who go to Corsica hoping to study antiquities will be disappointed ;
_for the manifold charms of classical countries are wanting there; the long
lines of Grecian plains, so crowded with spots full of historic and poctic
memories, vast and beautiful remains such as those of Sicily, Syria, or Egypt,
do not cxist in it; necither will he find the more modern beauties of
architecture, the varied forms of tower or castle, mosque, cathedral, or
monastery, with which Albania or Italy abound. On the other hand, the
cver varying beauties of light and shade in mountain and valley, the contrast
of snowy heights and dark forests, the thick covering of herb and flower,
shrub and tree, from the cyclamen and cystus to the ilex, oak, beech, and
pine, these are always around him, and he will find that every part of Corsica
is full of scenes stamped with original beauty and uncommon interest.
Equally will the tourist through the Corsica of our days fail in finding any-
thing of romance there, except in the traditions of the past.  If it were, in
travelling through Calabria twenty years since, a disappointment to find no
puinted hats, and no brigand costume, how much more so is it to find that
Corsica, once the very fountain-head of romance, no longer possesses any,
that you may walk from Capo Corso to the Straits of Bonifacio in the undis-

turbed monotony of sccurity, and that all gloomy atmosphere of risk and



X PREFACE.

danger has for years past been dispersed by the broad daylight of French
administration and civilisation? With old customs and costumes, mystery
and murder have alike disappeared from the Corsica of 1868.

A slight sketch of Corsican history, together with some information
concerning its geography, its inhabitants, &c., matters which to many readers
will prove of interest, but which it was not casy to incorporate with the
* Journal,” will be found separately annexed ; and copious details are added
in the shape of notes extracted from books I have read since my return from
the island (see list, page 269), from which may be gathered impressions of the
improved state of Corsica now, contrasted with that it was in at the time of
the visits of earlier authors.

A certain monotony of narrative must needs be the result of monotony of
travel ; and the recital of a tour made in a carriage, cannot, I imagine, be
made very attractive, if the writer simply records his own impressions. Many
of the illustrations, however, were made in short pedestrian excursions,
particularly in the forests, at some distance from the high road.

One drawback to my visit, but one I could not avoid, was its shortness :
far too little time was devoted to delineating so large a space of country.

To these remarks I will add, that in spite of the want of classical interest
throughout Corsica, the memory of my visit to it becomes fresher and more
interesting as time goes on ; nor do I despair of rcturning to it, to see some
portions of the island I much regret not having visited—Niolo, the Casinca,
the Coscione, Rostino, and the coast from Calvi to Porto. Of the Corsicans,
too, I would gladly add a word as to their general courtesy and good
breeding, and their hospitable welcome in places where no inns exist; and,
among other pleasant recollections, this should not pass unnoticed, nameiy,
that there are no beggars in Corsica, a fact contrasting agrecably with the

persecutions met with in some other countries.

NOTE.—With the exception of six of the large plates, and ten of the zignetles, the whole of the
aghty illustrations have been drawn on wood by myself, from my original sketches. And I gladly
take this opportunity of thanking MAM. Pibaraud, Pigard, Pannemakir, Badourcau, and Mr. §. D.
Cooper, for the care and accuracy with whick they have engraved the drawings submitted to thesr
care.
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of Introduction. . .
April 8, 1868.—It scems a pity to lcave Cannes just as the most pleasant
and beautiful scason is beginning; but if a sketching tour is to be made in
Corsica, this is the right and perhaps the only time to choose, at least if all
parts of the island are to be visited ; carlicr, the snow would have made the
higher districts unavailable to the landscape painter; later, the heat would
prevent work being casy or possible.  So I close my rooms in M. Guichard'’s
house, and say good-bye for the present to the cheerful town and its quict
bay, with the beautiful Esterclles on the horizon.

Off by rail to Nice, whence every week a steamer starts for Corsica, going
alternately to Ajaccio on the westecoast, and to Bastia on the cast. Th's
week Ajaccio is the point, and the *“Insulaire” is to leave the port at
cizht P.M, a roomy and well appointed stcamboat, fares thirty-one and
twenty-one francs for first and second class places. 1 go from the pier at
seven, and on reaching the boat mect with a pleasant surprise in finding my
friend J. A. S, with Mrs. J. S. and the little Janct already on board.

Meanwhile clouds cover the sky -so bright and clear all day-—the wind
rises before we are fairly off at 8.30, and instead of the smooth sea, full moon-
light, and other delicacies of a night voyage fondly hoped for, the most ugly

forebodings arc heard concerning a rough passage, whereby the landscape
R
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painter, always a miserable sailor, begins to repent of his decision to draw all
Corsica, and, were it possible, would fain return to land. But it is too late:
and the only alternative is to cultivate sulkiness ang retreat instantly to bed;
the cabin will be at least a tolerably quiet one, for of passengers there are but
few. Neither on deck is any living being left but two fat and perpetually
backwards-and-forward trotting poodles.

April 9.—The night voyage, though far from pleasant, has not been as bad
as might have been afticipated. He is fortunate, who, after ten hours of sa
passage can reckon up no worse memories than those of a passive condition of
suffering—of that dislocation of mind and body, or inability to think straight-
forward, so to speak, when the outer man is twisted,-and rolled, and jerked,
and the movements of thought seem more or less to correspond with those of
the body. Wearily go by

“ The slow sad hours that bring us all things ill,”
and vain is the effort to enliven them as every fresh lurch of the vessel tangles
practical or pictorial suggestions with untimely scraps of poetry, indistinct
regrets and predictions, couplets for a new “ Book of Nonsense,” and all kinds
of inconsequent imbecilitics—after this sort—

Would it not have been better to have remained at Cannes, where I had
not yet visited Theoule, the Saut de Loup, and other places?

Had I not said, scores of times, such and such a voyage was the lastl
would make? .

To-morrow, when *“ morn broadens on the borders of the dark,” shall I see
Corsica’s “ snowy mountain tops fringing the (Eastern) sky ?”

Did the sentinels of lordly Volaterra see, as Lord Macaulay says they did,
* Sardinia’s snowy mountain-tops,” and not rather these same Corsican tops,
“ fringing the southern sky ?”

Did they sce any tops at all, or if any, which tops ?

Will the daybreak ever happen ?

Will two o'clock ever arrive ?

Will the two poodles above stairs ever cease to run about the deck ?

Is it not disagreeable to look forward to two or three months of travelling
quite alone?

Would it not be delightful to travel, as J. A. S. is about to do, in company
~ith a wife and child?

Does it not, as years advance, become clearer that it is very odious to
¢ alone?

Have not many very distinguished persons, (Enone among others, arrived
at this conclusion ?

Did she not say, with evident displeasure—

*¢ And from that time to this I am alone,
And I shall be alone until I die™?—--
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when all is sombre and sunless, and when the surrounding scenery is blotted
and half hidden by clouds, it is premature to judge; finer weather may
change my opinion.

Before eleven we are anchored not far from the city ; boats come off to
take the passengers, and I fancy that every one of these leave the “ Insulaire”
with pleasant recollections of its clcan and good arrangements, and its
careful and attentive captain and pilot, possibly, too, of the pair of funny
little poodles continually trotting about its deck.

On a nearer approach Ajaccio(') does not seem to me to present any
special beauty or intcrest ; no charm either of colour or architecture in public
or other buildings salutes the eye of the painter. There are liftes of respect-

(') Ajaccio is the prettiest town in Corsica. It has many very handsome streets and beautiful
walks, a citadel, and a palace for the Genoese governor. The inhabitants of this town are tke
genteelest people in the island, having had a good deal of intercourse with-4he French. In Ajaccio
are the remains of a colony of Greeks settled in Corsica, &c.—Bosuvl/, p. 25.

The general plan of the town is very simple.  One broad street leads from the sca to the barracks;
another nearly as wide, but much shorter, cuts the former at right angles ; besides these there asp many
subordinate strects extremely narrow and dirty.—Aenson, p. 3.

Ajaccio is situated on a tongue of land, the point of which is occupied by the castle. Next fo this
follows the town, extending also in both directions along the gulf. . . The houses are Mgh, bat
without any fine architecture ; the gray Venetian blinds, which are preferred in Corsica instead of the
bright green ones of Italy, are characteristic features ; they give a dull and monotonous expression to
the houses. All the more considerable houses of the Corso stand on the right hand side (entering from
the Bastia road), the little theatre, the prefecture, and the barracks. I was surprised by the rural
stillness in all these streets of Ajaccio : their names only appeal to the traveller, and tell the story
of Napoleon—Cours and Rue Napoléon, Rue Fesch, Rue Cardinal, Place Létitia, Rue Roi de
Rome. . . Parallel with the Cours Napoléon runs the Rue Fesch ; the former leads on to the broad
Place du Diamant, which commands a fine view of the gulf and its southern shore ; the latter
ends in the market-place and leads to the harbour. These, and one which runs at right angles
the other two, are the chief streets of Ajaccio ; small by-lanes unite them, and traverse the tongue of
land. . . Ajaccio is a land and sea towg at the same time—you live in the midst of nature —
Gregvrovius, p. 347.

Ajaccio is the oldest town in Corsica.  In 1420 Alphonso of Arragon was welcomed there. At that
time it stood further towards the end of the gulf, but for reasons of health it was rebuilt in its present
situation about 1490. In 1506 it was ineffectually besieged by pirates, and taken by the French in 1553
In 1794 Ajaccio was taken by Paoli, and evacuated by the English in 1796. Napoleon I. has endowed
his native town with benefits ; he created its fountains, constructed its quays, and finished the road from
Ajaccio to Bastia. . . . The softness of the climate, the beauty of the gulf, the purity of the sky,
and the majestic aspect of the mountains which surround and shelter it from the north, all indicate it
as a haunt of those—idle or invalid—who love to frequent the cities of the south. 1n summer the gulf
and land breezes temper the heat, and sea-bathing would be at Ajaccio as salubrious as at Cette or
Marseilles.  During the night the atmosphere is of an incomparable clearness, and the air from the
mountains brings with it the perfumes of the ‘‘maquis.” In one word, Ajaccio unites all that can attract
and retain strangers ; all that is required is to embellish it, &. . . Fashion, good hotels, and doctors
in repute, would do the rest. . . . Itis difficult to meet elsewhere with more picturesque and varied
scenery : the highest mountains of Corsica stand like an amphitheatre around the Gulf of Ajaccio, the
loftiest and farthest peaks cutting the sky in sharp and defined lines ; the landscape, severe and g
is enlivened by the boats of the gulf and the smoke of the brushwood or maquis from fires lighted by
shepherds on the hills.  Sepulchral chapels relieve the dark verdure of the myrtle and olive, and the
snowy summits of the d'Oro and Rotondo rising afar off complete this magnificent picture. —
Grandchamps, p. 25.

The commercial future of Ajaccio depends on the utilisation of the valleys of the Gravona and the
Prunelli ; but, separated as this city is by the highest mountains from the eastern side of the island, its
influence on Corsica will always be limited. The great size of the gulf makes it difficult to defend,
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April 8, 1868.—1It scems a pity to leave Canncs just as the most pleasant
and beautiful scason is beginning ; but if a sketching tour is to be made in
Corsica, this is the right and perhaps the only time to choose, at lcast if all
parts of the island are to be visited ; earlier, the snow would have made the
higher districts unavailable to the landscape painter ; later, the heat would
prevent work being easy or possible. So I close my rooms in M. Guichard’s
house, and say good-bye for the present to the cheerful town and its quiet
bay, with the beautiful Esterclles on the horizon.

Off by rail to Nice, whence every week a steamer starts for Corsica, going
alternately to Ajaccio on the westecoast, and to Bastia on the cast. This
week Ajaccio is the point, and the “Insulaire” is to leave the port at
eight P.M, a roomy and well appointed steamboat, fares thirty-one and
twenty-one francs for first and second class places. I go from the pier at
seven, and on reaching the boat mect with a pleasant surprise in finding my
friend J. A. S, with Mrs. J. S. and the little Janct already on board.

Meanwhile clouds cover the sky—so bright and clear all day—the wind
rises before we are fairly off at 8.30, and instead of the smooth sea, full moon-
light, and other delicacies of a night voyage fondly hoped for, the most ugly

forebodings arc heard concerning a rough passage, whereby the landscape
B
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of Alata, a village adjoining. Turning off from the main or Bastia road,
onc less wide leads to the left, and I follow it, as somewhat more sheltered ;
it goes, they tell me, to two large convict establishments or penitenciers, called
Castelluccio, and beyond that to Milelli, another old Buonaparte country
house ; also to the chapel and rocks of St. Antoine, and to one or two
more distant villages. And if there is no possibility of work, owing to
the wind, at least this walk is interesting, as showing much beautiful land-
scape all around—in depths of olive-grown valleys, in cultivation near at
hand, and in glimpses of the eastern mountains, where, amid gloomy cloud,
many grand and transient effects gleam out. The peasants, or, possibly
gentry (for all who pass me arc dressed alike), are mostly riding the wiry
little ponies for which the island is noted. Some of these persons wear
hood-cloaks, like those used in Crete; but generally they wear black cloth
caps, black beards, and black velveteen dresses. Far down in the leafy
valleys, and high up on the hill-sides, everywhere peer forth from the olive
or ilex groves solitary tombs, many of them domed, and very much like
Mahometan welys; others are quaint little temple-like structures, or plain
chapels. (Se notes pp. 5 and 10.) But it becomes too tiresome to fight on
against this furious wind, so by 5 P.M. I am again back at the city, and
sit awhile with the S's—all three of us indulging in disrespectful remarks
on the climate of Ajaccio in April, 1868, and half wishing we had never
visited the native land of Heliv ¢ristis.

Last of all I went to the Piazza Létitia, one side of which is formed DY
what was the family dwelling of the Buonapartes when Napoleon I. waS$
born, in 1769. But this, the very greatest lion of Ajaccio, it is too lat€
to see this evening; yet one cannot contemplate even the outside of tk»€
house without feelings of singular interest. Nor, till now, did I know th=st
the family occupied a palazzo of such size and of so much appearance ol
well-to-do condition.

April 11, 5 A M.—All is cloud and mist, and small seems the chance a=
yet of settled fine weather, though rain has fallen all night. But it clear=
later, as it did yesterday, and allows me a couple of hours for drawing at the enc®
of the Cours Grandval, and at the Grotto of Napoleon, where the lichen-growr®
granite boulders are a picture, and the growth of vegetaticn on all side=
charming. My work, however, is cut short by a sharp storm of hail, and for
necarly ten minutes a fall of sleety snow makes the grotto a welcome refuge.
(As usual, they tell me “such weather in April was never before known in
Ajaccio!” but was not the same said to me, April 12, 1864, concerning the
weather in Crete?)

At g, to the Prefecture, where 1 find M. Galloni d'Istria, the Secretary-
gencral. This gentleman, whose time during the absence of M. le Préfet is
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Thirdly—Luggage might be sent on by Diligence, and I might walk,
my servant carrying folios and food for the day, a plan I have constantly
worked out in Grecce, Italy, Crete, &c. But in Corsica this system could
hardly be effected, for, from what I can learn, the towns are sometimes farther
apart than cven the longest day’s walk could manage, and with no halting
place between them; very often too much time would thus be wasted in
such a plan, because great portions of the island would probably not present
any interest for the pencil. To go on foot through some of the forest scenery
may be necessary ; but a quicker process for seeing and drawing the greater
part of Corsica in ten weeks must be adopted.

Fourthly—There remains this plan, on which, after looking at the matter
in all its bearings, I finally decide—namely, to hire a two-horse carriage
for the whole time of my stay, paying for it so much daily, and using it for
long or for short journeys, cither as there may be much or little to draw,
or according to the distance of halting places. In this way I should be
free to makc drawings in the neighbourhood of the principal towns, orto
make excursions from them to various points ; and if any scene on the high
road could not easily be returned to, owing to too great distance, I might
halt my vehicle while I worked, or perhaps oftencr send it on and walk;
on the other hand, I could drive as quickly as possible through districts in
which there is little of the picturesque. This plan of travelling, though
apparently the most expensive, will economise time, and in the end, I believe.
will prove the cheapest; for my object in coming to Corsica being that of
carrying away the greatest possible number of records of its scenery, the
saving some outlay will not compensate for a meagre portfolio, and I might
ultimatcly discover the least costly process to be also the least satisfactory-
In support of which hypothesis a fable taught me long years ago by om€
dead and gone recurs to my memory.

Once upon a time threc poor students, all very near-sighted, and each
possessing a single pair of horn-rimmed spectacles, sct out to walk to 2
remotc university, for the purpose of competing for a professorship.

On the way, while sleeping by the road-side, a thief stole their thrce pai®™
of horn-rimmed spectacles.

Waking, their distress was great : they stumbled, they fell, they lost the®f
way ; and night was at hand, when they met a pedlar.

*“ Have you any spectacles ?” said the three miserable students.

“Yes,” said the pedlar, * exactly three pairs ; but they are set in gold, and
with magnificent workmanship; in fact, they were made for the king, and
they cost so much ?

*Such a sum,” said the students, “is absurd ; it is nearly as much as we
possess.”
“1 cannot,” the pedlar replied, “ take less ; but here is an ivory-handled
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change. Why, I ask myself, do people compare this Gulf to the Bay of
Naples? To me it scems that no two places more dissimilar can exist.

Scarcely any one comes to this part of the neighbourhood of Ajaccio; a
few boys and girls are seen searching for wild asparagus, and one or two
individuals with surprising chimney-pot hats taking a morning walk. So
till nine I draw quietly, and, after a talk with the J. S’s, return to the town
and get letters from the post. If I wanted any confirmation of my resolve
not to go about the island in diligences, I could have none better than
an examination of the vehicles which start at 11 A.M. for Sarténé and
Bonifacio, for Vico, and for Bastia viA Corte. To be shut up in one of
these might be endured if duty or necessity so ordered; but on no other
consideration whatever.

On coming back to the hotel the plague of little boys bursts forth again
in a new phase. It pleases some twenty to have instituted a blockade inside
the street-door of the house, and the fun is to hold it closed against the
battering and hammering of some twenty outside, wholly irrespective of the
intercsts of the frequenters of the cstablishment ; and this lasts till the outer
party conquer and the door is beaten in, when the calamity ceases, and a
passage up-stairs becomes possible. At no time docs the impression of
multitudinous little-boyhood lecave me in Ajaccio; no sooner am I up-stairs
than I happen to look beyond the houses of the Place du Diamant towards
two high and slanting walls following the direction of the stecp hill-side
hard by. Now, in any other place where I ever was, such walls would be
infested by cats, or pigeons, or swallows; but here I count twenty-eight
little boys, all crawling up the wall-tops after the fashion of lizards, and
sliding down again—which pastime goces on all day long.

M. Galloni d'Istria pays me a visit, and obligingly gocs over the ground 1
am about to visit on the Government map with me. He quite concurs with
me as to the advantage of a carriage tour, and recommends me to stay first
at Sart¢né, one of the four Sous-préfectures of the island, and where, by mecans
of letters he will supply me with, I can learn more definitely from M. le Sous-
Inspecteur of Forests, what may be the condition of the high passes as to
snow in the ncighbourhood of the Forest of Bavella, through which I am to
return to Ajaccio. He recommends me to visit the plains on the cast side as
carly as I can, on account of their grcat unhcalthiness late in the season, and
to leave the high forests on the west and in the centre of the island till the
snow is melted and the chesnut woods out in lcaf. I decide, thercfore, to
start on the 14th or 15th, if, meantime, I can find a carriage to suit me.

2 P.M.—To the Necropolis on the sea-shore road. Many of these tomb-
temples are very pleasing in form, and the view from the last of them looking
back to the gulf head and mountains is striking. They stand all along the
shore, at the foot of the hills which form the northern side of the gulf, ending
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Letitia’s family), who inherited the property; but there are still in the
apartments mirrors, old framework of chairs (like the walls, they appear
to have been formerly covered with red or gilt tapestry), marble chimney-
picces, and large fireplaces, one or two highly ornamented chests, an
ancient spinet-piano, the sedan-chair of Madame, her bedstead, and a few
portraits ; all beside, as far as I saw, is bare unfurnished wall, and much
of what I have named has been collected by the present emperor of the
French from various places. The long gallery, the terrace and courtyard
at the back of the house, the dining-room, every part of the building has
its interest of association, and by walking through the apartments one is
carried back to the days when the most wonderful man of modern times lived
in it as a boy. To me, who years ago was in the habit of frequently visiting
one branch of the Buonaparte family, the place is doubly interesting ; and when
I remember the group of the late Prince Canino’s numerous children, of whom
in those days I saw so much, I scem to be more able to realise the circle of
the first Napolcon's mother and her little ones. The elderly person who
showed me the house had lived in the service of Princess Caroline Buonaparte-
Murat, Queen of Naples, and was interested at hearing me speak of the
houses at Musignano and I'Arricia, where I was wont to be so kindly
received in former days. No Buonaparte now resides at Ajaccio, except
the Princess Mariana, wife of Prince Louis Lucien, a younger brother of
Charles Lucien, late Prince of Canino. There is plenty of food for reflection
in a visit to the Casa Buonaparte in Ajaccio.

3 P.M.—I wander through this town, so like a village in its outskirts, and
sit on a wall to write journal notes and cast up accounts. There is a statue
of Gencral Abbatucci closc by, with posts, chain-connected, at a little distance
all round it. I count fifty-three children swinging on these chains, and rather
more swarming up some carts not far off. Certainly, the multitude of children
is a striking feature in Ajaccio strect scenery, and M. Ottayi tells me that
numbers of the male population emigrate to the continent for a part of the year,
so that the apparent comparative fewness of grown-up men or youths may be
thus accounted for.  After walking a mile or two I turnced back when ncar
the Palazzo Bacciocchi, a handsome building which stands in gardens towards
the head of the gulf, and thence, repassing the town, regained my favourite

and gloomy air of the birthplace of the great emperor struck me even more than the deserted apar:-
ments at Longwood from which his spirit took its flight. — Forester, p. 216.

The house has been renovated by the present emperor, the old family furniture has been sought out
and brought back, and everything has been replaced as much as possible in the same position as when
the rooms were occupied by the Buonapartes in former days. —Bennet, p. 235,

On the subject of the antiquity of the Buonaparte family, M. Valery, citing as his authority the
historian Limperani, states that a deed, by which in the year 047 certain scigneurs gave same properiy
Venaco to an Abbot of Montecristo, was witnessed by one of that family, and that the name is spellai
Bonaparte.  Filippini mentions one Gabriel Buonaparte, chanoine de St. Roch, as a thieological lectuicr
at the end of the sixteenth century.--Ja/ery, i., p. 158,
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spot at the end of the Cours Grandval. Here, in spite of the cold and chilly
afternoon, I find Mrs. J. S, making a good view of the scene, for she hath
an able hand and eye; but I, too idle to recommence work, cmploy mysclf
in constructing an artificial and beautiful foreground of cactus-leaves and
asphodcl-stalks stuck endways into a tall pyramid of stones for that lady
to copy, who, far from applauding, not only censures my performance as
absolutely deficient in natural grace, but absolutcly declines to make a
faithful portrait of it in her sketch.

Back to the hotel, after sitting some time with J. A. S, and here I find
that M. Galloni d'Istria has very kindly scnt me the promised budget of
introductory letters for Olmeto, Sarténé, Bonifacio, and Porto Vecchio. All
to-day, after the first hour or two of carly sunshine, has been gloomy and
cloudy. Helix tristis prevails.
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CHAPTER 1L

Trial Trip in a Carriage—The Lower Penitencier at Castelluccio—St. Antonio, its Grand Scenery and
Granite Boulders— Visits with Miss C.—The Préfecture—Moufflons—Leave Ajaccio for the South
of the Island—Peter the Coachman—Miss C.’s Predictions—Campo dell’ Oro—Valley of the
Prunelli, and Beautiful Scenes—Cauro—** Hotels " in Corsican Villages—Mrs. Panloni and ber
Inn ; its Accommodation, &c.—The Col di San Giorgio—* Maquis” and Wild Flowers—Valley
of the Taravo—Descent to Grosseto—The ¢ Hotel des Amis ;3 Civil People and Good Fare—Ilex
Trees—Quiet Civility of Corsicans—Beautiful Drive by the River, and Ascent to Bicchisano—
Winding Mountain Road to Casalabriva, and Descent to Olmeto—The ** Hotel "— Picturesqueness
of the Town and its Situation— Tombs—Olive Slopes and Woody Scenery—Rain—Visit to a Sick
Englishman—Leave Olmeto—Charming Scenery—Gulf of Valinco—Propriano and its Port—Valley
of the Tavaria—Extremely fine Landscape—Long Ascent to Sarténé—Description of the Town—
¢ Hotel d' Italie "—Fatima of Sarténé—Views of Sarténé and the Valley—M. Vico, and his advice
about farther Travelling ; Bavella, & —Constant Work for the Painter—A Day by the Rocks of
the Tavaria ;: Exquisite Subjects for Pictures—Granite Rocks and Foliage by the River—Mourning
in Corsica—Fatima's Opinions about Houschold Clearliness.

April 14.— Still  thick cloud, not a mountain-top visible: Corsican
topography thriveth not. Nevertheless, at seven I go out to the cactus
land and granite rocks, for onc can make foreground studies; but no, it
begins to rain, and I have to return. Is there, as I said this time four years
ago in Crete, no settled weather here in April? So I sit down to write letters,
especially one to M. Galloni d’Istria, thanking him for his assistance.

Miss C. went yesterday to Bastelica, but as yet those high regions are
too heavily laden with snow ; so that she came back instead of staying there.
This lady is very obliging in answering my innumerable questions about
numerous places in Corsica.

At 9, when it rains less, I call at Dr. Ribton's to see the J. S.'s. You enter
their “salle & manger” straight from the road, a system which—-all the world
being seated at breakfast—is destructive to the peace of the delicate-minded
intruder.

Says a Frenchman to me, and truly—speaking of the slow-walking people
in the Piazza here—“ils se promcenent, ces Corses, comme des estropiés, ou
comme des limagons—these Corsicans walk like cripples or snails” —Hedlix
tristis to wit. And, certainly, on a wet day it would be hard to find so dull a
place as Ajaccio. Suli, in Albania, is gay by comparison, Wady Halfa, in
Nubia, bustling ; for those are places of by-gone times, whereas we are here
in a “city.”

An inevitable necessary, money, is next to be obtained through a letter
of credit to M. Conti, Receveur-général; and after that comes a visit to
Miss C., who prophesies that I shall repent employing the people of whom
I have hired the carriage.  Meanwhile the carriage in question comes ; it
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April 15, 5 AM.—Hcavy rain has fallen all night, agd there is much
more snow on the mountains, a sign probably of settled fine weather. For
a short time I drew at the “grotto gardens,” from which beautiful spot the
landscape never tires; this morning the mountains are of the very darkest
purple, and the freshness of the flowers and foliage after rain delicious. The
drums and bugles of the soldiery make an odd accompaniment to scenery
so tranquil and poetical. At Dr. R.’s, where I call to say good-bye to the
J. S’s, I find S. far from well, and leave them uneasily with a feeling that his
inability to travel may detain them here longer than they anticipate.

Arrangements for the afternoon’s start, bill settling, &c., ‘occupy me till
noon, and then follows a visit with Miss C. (with whom the Hel/ix tristis has
nothing in common, for she is always merry and active) to the Hoétel de
France, where the F. \W. family are staying; thence, with two more ladies, we
adjourn to the house of the Princess Louis Lucien, or, as she is more generally
called, the Princess Mariana Buonaparte. This lady, who has still the remains
of great beauty, has much charm of manner, and is much liked by those who
know her.  Her rooms, pleasant in situation, were full of interesting portraits
of the Buonaparte family. Her pleasure in speaking of Musignano, where
she found I had formerly been used to study, was very evident, and my offer
to send her a small view of the house was received with delight.

Our party then go to the Préfecture, where Miss C. wants to show us some
young moufflons or muffoli; there are two of them, lambs or kids, call them
as you will, well made, active little creatures, shy and wild, notwithstanding
their carly captivity. The moufflon, an animal partaking of the goat nature
and of that of the sheep, inhabits only the highest and most savage districts
of Corsica, and comes down to lower levels only when compelled to do so by
winter’s heavy snows.

It was 2.30 before the trap came to the hotel, and careful packing
commenced ; one of my saddle-bags (or bisacchi) and the portable bed are
stowed behind, well secured against rain by two wild boar skins; inside the
carriage, my servant’s package and my leather hand-bag for small objects
(Valery's volume, my only guide, included) leave good room for self, besides
a large folio in the old Coliseum—a case or sack so called by my servant
from its extreme antiquity and venerable look, used for holding drawing
materials or food in many ecxpeditions—and G. on the outside seat with

appearance as far as the eye can reach (p. 46). Theophraxstus, in his history of plants, expatiates on the
wonderful size of the Corsican trees, to which, he says, the pines of Latium were nothing at all. He
also says the trees were immensely thick here.  Kal 6Aws 7v viigor Saceiav xal Soxep iryproopérmr T SAR
—the whole island seemed crowded and savage with woods.— Boszeell, p. 47.

What struck us most, independently of the general effect, was the extraordinary verdure and
exuberance of the vegetation, which overspread the surface of the country far up the mountain sides, not
only as contrasted with the sterile aspect of the coasts of the continent we had just left, but in being, in
itself, different from anything which had before fallen under our observation in other countries, whether
forest, underwood, or grassy slope. —Forester, p. 31.
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gradually barer scenery of the col, just below the summit of which, marked
by a single roadside house, is a plentiful fountain of excellent water.

From the Col San Giorgio the road now turns eastward to descend into
the great valley through which the river Taravo flows from the Col di Verde,
joined on its way by streams from Zicavo, Sta. Maria, &c, into the Gulf of
Valinco. The wide hollow, or basin, presents quite a new prospect full of
variety and beauty ; on the farther side of it you see the village of Bicchisano,
and above that, the road will pass the highest hills that bound the valley, and
again dip down to the sea at Propriano, between Olmeto and Sarténé.

Meanwhile, the descent to the next village, Grosseto, where Peter the
coachman says we must make a mid-day halt, and whence the road instead
of following up the valley towards the mountains runs directly across it,
continually increases in beauty ; the wild outspread of mountain form beyond,
the profuse luxuriance of foliage, the refreshing greenness on all sides are
really enchanting; a continual succession of park scenes, groups of large
chesnuts and venerable ilex trees, great shadowy snow-topped pine-grown
heights far away, or huge granite masses close to the road, giving a constant
interest to the scenery.(') Often I could have liked to make a drawing, but
thought it better not to delay at present, for the day’s journey may be a long
one, and the landscape is of a character to require sustained and attentive
work. A landscape painter might well pass months in this valley of foliage,
villages, mountain, and river.

9 A.M.— Grosseto is reached, and Peter not a little surprises me by saying
it is quite necessary to remain the night there, declaring that the village of
Bicchisano is twenty-two kilomdtres, or some fourteen miles, farther on, but
on inquiry I find the distance to be but fourteen kilométres, and that if I
prefer doing so I may easily, when the horses have well rested, say by eleven
o'clock, get on to Olrheto before evening.

Grosseto is a village of scattered houses, and of the most quiet and rural
appearance. Among five or six of its dwellings grouped together is one.
neatly white, with “ Hotel des Amis ” inscribed on it, to which we have driven ¢
a little beyond the inn, and standing alonc, is the church, sheltered by fine
ilex-trees, and a picture in itself (the ilex grows to an extreme size hereabouts),
behind it arc more evergreen groves and pastures, and the road which leads by
Santa Maria Zicché to Zicavo.

Some time must pass before breakfast, which G. has ordered, can be ready,
and I would gladly employ the time in sketching ; but, as is usual when an
artist is obliged to stop anywhere for some such commonplace cause as horse-

(") I seek in vain for any well-known district of Italy to give an adequate idea of such Corsican mountain
valleys as there.  The Apennines would approximate to them in many places. But these Corsican
mountains and valleys seemed to me far grander, wilder, and more picturesque, from their chesnut groves,
their brown precipices, foaming torrents, and scattered blackish villages. — Grevorevius, p. 411.
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baiting, eating, or sleeping, the spot to which destiny nails him happens to be
the least picturesque in the neighbourhood, and on the present occasion,
without going back some distance, it is not easy to hit upon a subject for
drawing, unless one made an elaborate study of an evergreen oak. The
whole of this beautiful valley seems full of “silent woody places,” but all the
scenery is of a grave, or as some would say a Poussinesque character, ior the
sombre foliaged cork and ilex give ever a sad and dark tone to landscape,
and a hasty sketch can convey but little idea of its character.

The village church is the only subject I can commence on, but, perversely
enough, this can be done as I wish but from one single spot, to wit, in the
road ; so I send for a chair and draw in public. But there is no fear of being
disturbed ; a few men, all grave-looking, and dressed in shabby black and
brown, stand round, but are quite well-behaved, and do not interrupt me,
while groups of children look on silently at a greater distance. These Cor-
sicans all appear to me intelligent; I cannot recall having as yet seen a dull
or stupid countenance in man, woman, or child ; nor is the intclligent expres-
sion one of sharp cunning, but rather of thought and good scnse, always,
however, with a shade of gravity—very little gaiety have I yet seen in Corsica.
During this morning's progress I do not think I saw more than eight or ten
peasants, and of those, three were close to a mill hard by this village, yet this
is the high road to the south of the island, and the Dilizence stops to bait at
the “Hotel des Amis ” daily.

At 9.30 I go into the little wayside inn, and through a dirty entrance and
by a bad wooden staircasc arrive at a middle room, which seems that used

by the family, and on each side of this are very clean and tidy little chambers,
Vastly better than the outside of the house would lead one to expect. 1n one
: of these, where prints of the Emperor and Empress, and of some of the acts
of Napoleon I, adorn the walls, and in every part of which there are evident

marks of attention to neatness and cleanliness, a small table is covered with a
| dean cloth, and breakfast is soon brought. The hostess, a homely but pleasant-
* mamnered widow, with two rather nice-looking daughters, and a son who acts
P awaiter, apologise in few words for having little varicty of catables. Tra-
vellers, they say, come very unexpectedly, and for long intervals not at all ; so
that, excepting at the times of arrival of the Diligences, they seldom have food
m the house beyond such as they now sct on the table, namely, eggs and
slame (or ham sausage), a plate of good trout, and an indifferent steak, but,
above all, a famous broccio, for which, on G. asking if they had any, they had
despatched a messenger half an hour ago to some sheepfolds nearer the hills,
Aswredly, after much that onc has heard of wild and savage Corsica, the
nterior accommodation of this little inn surprises me, and the particular

4

aility and desire to please, unaccompanied by any servility, arc as satisfac-
lry as the Widow Lionardi's charges, three and a half francs for breakfast for
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me and my scrvant, a good bottle of wine, besides coffee, for myself being
included in the sum.

11 A.M.—Off again, the road following the course of a clear stream, which
makes its way to the Taravo, at times by the edge of steep banks and preci-
pices, which I prefer coasting on foot, because there are no parapets, and Peter
the coachman drives “ whiles ” more crookedly than is agreeable. The weather
just now is delightful, and it is no small pleasure to walk below the beautiful
shady trees—groups of immense aged evergreen oaks—through this charming
valley, where the first cuckoo of the year is heard, and all along which the
scenery, of a grave hue, reminds me frequently of that in “Epirus’ valleys,”
although both this and that has each its own particular characteristic—
Corsica, the broad carriage road which 1 see ahead for miles; Greece or
Albania, pastoral incident and the brightness of gay costume. Now the
stream becomes more picturesque, dashing and foaming over granite boulders,
like the Tavy or the Lyd; farther on it runs through a deep hollow filled
with trees—and such trees! And then it falls into the Taravo, the main river
of this fine valley, over which a bridge carries the high road. Hence the
landscape generally is less like southern scenery than Welsh or Scotch, though
now and then a bit of Greece seems beforc me, where, as here, the evergreen
oak is so characteristic a tree.  One or two of these spots completely recall
the wood scenes of Eriligova, in Thrace. Would that here there were the
village girls of those parts, with their gold and coin chains, their red caps,
and their festoon'd flower head-dresses! Meanwhile it is much to sit below
huge brown-armed trces, full foliaged, shading a green slope of freshest turf
and fern, less green, indeed, than coloured with cranesbill, cyclamen, and
forget-me-not : my man the while gathering huge bunches of watercresses
from the strcams about, aidful of supper supply at the next halt. Where
that halt will be does not scem certain, for the sky is becoming cloudy and
threatening, and Bicchisano, still far up on the opposite hill, seems to have no
especial attraction, though doubtless in fine weather the views from its high
position and those of the snow-powdered rocks close above it, would be worth
a stay to study.

In winding up the ascent above the Taravo Peter seems less and less to
control his horses, which are apt to make for the side of the road with an
abruptness that would be alarming were there such precipices as those necarer
Grosseto; but Peter, whom I suspect to have been frequently more or less
aslecp, apostrophises them with a lively fervour—* What, then, did you think
that wall a house and stable? Do you want water, and run to that rock to
find a fountain?”

At 12.30 Bicchisano, the mountain village extolled by some as a good
summer residence, is reached ; it appears to be a collection of hamlets, and
there is said to be one of the best little inns here on the road between Ajaccio
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—and for a while hereabouts I fancy that I see the hills of Sardinia “ fringing
the southern sky,” but am not sure whether the vision be land or cloud—and
sending on Peter and the trap to whatever hotel there may be at Olmeto,
I walk down the steep zig-zags leading to that little town, which stands
perhaps half way down betwecn the col and the shore. Thick wood, mostly
evergreen, is the characteristic of this valley, which, unlike that of the Taravo,
is narrow and closely shut in by heights, the tops of which are bare ; and
their side$ arc covercd with dense maquis, as well as groves of ilex and wild
olive, and these, as the nook in which Olmeto is built expands lower down
into the broad vale of the Boracci, are exchanged for rich plantations of
cultivated olive, fruit trees, and corn.

3.30 P.M.—Olmeto, which from this approach you do not see till you
are close upon it, is wholly unlike those villages of Corsica I have hitherto
seen, and resembles many a hill town in Italy; compact, and very picturesque,
its houses looking towards the south and east, and hanging as it were in a
steep hollow of hill which entirely shelters it from the west wind ; it is gifted
with galleries and inequalities, and varicties of light, and shade, and colour,
delightful to the painter's eye. The entrance is gloomy and dirty ; a narrow
street runs through the village from end to end, and it is thronged with
people, all in dark dresses, and all sitting or standing idle.

Nearly at the end of the street is Peter with the trap, at the door of
the hotel—a most forlorn looking structure, entered by a flight of steps,
eminently suggestive of possible bone fractures, being composed of very high
and slippery stones without any parapet; and at the top of this is a small ante-
chamber of equally forbidding appearance, leading to a sitting-room similarly
unprepossessing.  Half one end of this is occupied by a large open fireplace,
with chimney-corners, where a wood-fire is blazing, a not unnecessary set off
against the cold and damp of the day, and in which a little boy who perpetu-
ally coughs is crouched on a small stool. A very tiny bed-room, far cleaner
than the appecarance of other parts of the house would warrant one to expect,
just allows of my camp-bed being set up in it, and my servant can be put up
on a sofa in the “salle & manger;” so, as dinner is promised by the landlady
at sunset, I consider myself scttled at Olmeto for the present. The hostess
indeed, Mdme. Paolantonuccio, seems to be well satisfied with her hotel, and
she tells me two gentlemen have been living for more than a month in it.

Meanwhile I go out in search of a point to make a drawing of Olmeto,
which is in truth a beautiful place, and for general position, details, and sur-
rounding scenery, as picturesque in every sense as any Italian town I ever saw-
When you have passed out of the west end of the single street—there is a
very large fountain here, as at the other extremity of the town—you perceive
high above you, among the great towering rocks, one of those solitary
scpulchre-chapels so remarkable in this island ; and beyond it, a cross on a
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asking my opinion on various matters regarding Corsican inns, and on my
gently suggesting that somewhat more cleanliness and attention in the matter
of floors, stairs, &c. (for, indced, the state of these contrasts strangely with that
of the very clean linen, table service, &c.), would be very likely to have
beneficial effect on the rccommendation of English visitors, Fatima says
excitedly: “Come posso far tutto? How can I do all things? In
Corsica there are no servants; they consider service a dishonour, and will
starve sooner than work.” Yet she promises to do something for the
unwashed floors. “Can I,” she says, ‘“ prevent those who come to my hotel,
and through whom chiefly I am able to keep it up, from bringing their dogs,
and throwing all the bones and broken fragments of meat on the ground for
them? Cosa volete che faccio ?” Finally she hits on an ingenious compro-
mise: *“So béne che vi dev' cssere la pulizia, ma qui in Sarténé non ¢
possibile—I know well that it is proper that things should be clean, but
here cleanliness is impossible—Dunque, voglio colorire con color’ oscuro
tutt’ il fondo delle camere; cosi appunto non si scoprira le sporcherie!
—Therefore I will colour with a dark tint the floors of all the rooms, and so
nobody will be able to see the dirt !”

Peter the coachman, who has already asked for two supplies of money,
comes for more, and it begins to be suspected that the horses do not
altogether benefit by this so much as they should in the shape of orzo or
barley.
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CHAPTER 1V.

Set out for Aleria—Pass the Flumorbo River—Beauty of Wide Plins at early Morning—Hamlet of
Ghisonaccio—Caultivation of the Plain round the Site of Aleria—The Penitencier of Casabianda—
M. Benielli—Position of ancient Aleria ; its magnificent Pruspect—The Tavignano and distant
Mountain Range—Hospitable Reception at Casabianda—Walk towards the Baths of Pietrapola,
and Return to Migliacciara—The Bastia Diligence and Supper—Leave Migliacciara—The River
Travo—Beautiful Effects of Light and Shade on the Plains of Fiumorbo—Return to Solenzaro—
Widow Orsola's Hotel—Leave Solenzaro for the Mountains—Grand Scenery of the Pass to the
Forests of Bavella—Steep Ascent—Immense Hewn Pine Trunks—Rocca Pinsuta— Peter the
Coachman—Reach the Bocca di Larone—Magnificent Amphitheatre of Crags and Forest—Descent
to the Forest of Bavella—Thunderstorm and Rain—Difficulty of Ascent to the Maison dell’ Alza—
Peter the Passionate—Pleasant Reception by M. Mathieu—A Day in Bavella—Glories of the
Forest—Leave the Maison dell'’ Alza—Splendour of the Great Pine Woods and Crags—Descent
from Bavella to the Village of Zonza—Pass through San Gavino and Levié—Arrive at Santa Lucia
di Tallano—Hotel, and Visit from Don G. Giacomone—Dr. Bennet, of Mentone— Churches and
Convents of Santa Lucia di Tallano—Hospitable Breakfast at Don G. Giacomone’s—His Family
and House—Wines of Tallano—I.eave Santa Lucia, and descend to the Valley of the Tavaria—
Return to Sarténé—Peter’'s Homily upon Patience—Fatima's Polished Floon—Her Confidences
and Misfortunes —View of Sarténé from above the Town—Return by Propriano to Olmeto—Visit
to Mr. B.—Walk to Casalabriva —Meet Miss C.—Scenery of the Taravo—Cippo the Goat—
Return to Gronseto.

April 26.— At 5.30 A.M. I start for Aleria; the more delay in going there, the
greater risk of fever; so once more I am on the Bastia road. How like is
this to the old days of Roman campagna life, its carly hours, the fresh air,
and the outspread plain and distant mountains! To me this is the most
delightful of Corsican scenery ; perhaps, indeed, partly from old associations ;
and nonc the less so that it is unexpectedly beautiful. The river Fiumorbo,(')
which gives its name to the canton, is soon passed, and at 6 Ghisonaccio is’
reached—a sprinkling of tall houses by the road-side, many of them unfinished,
all ugly and forlorn to look at—children abound, mingled with pigs, and men
sit in idleness on the walls and door-steps. Nor does any one take notice of

"' The Fiumorbu district owes its name to the torrent, which, shut in by mountains, rolls on as if
I chance, u!l its uncertain coune ends in the sea, and thus it has been poctically named the blind river.
This gant of Curica. so wild in appearance, was formerly not less ~o as to the manners of its peasantry,
wh, were proverbial for the grossness of their habits, their superstitions, their independence, and their
«bmtinate opjesmtion to all improvement. The following was related to me as the speech of a curé of
Pozno di Nazz, oo his first arrival at the parish church.  ** I know,” said he, to the peasants, ** that
vm are tad Christiana, and that you care little for your priests ; but I have brought with me what may
te «r g arpuments in favour of the three persons you ought to believe in.  This (said he, placing his
cua aga:ns the wall) is my Padre Santo ; this (laying his pistol on the altar) is the Figlio ; and, if these
arc w2 enough. this idrawing a dagyger) is the Spirito Santo.”  This novel illustration of the Trinity
wi. w» Cevnang to his parishioners, that they lived always on the best terns with their curé.  But this
wa. - i t.awes and for twenty years the Fiumorbo has been completely civilisedl — Falery, i, p. 271.

Necar cne trwige n Ghisonaccie, peopled by inhabitants of Ghisoni (a large village in the mountains),
w*. .. *e:ng v/mpelied to gather their harvests in this part, have built houses, that hwve gradually grown
.=t 3 vJage. revemly made a commune.  Galletts, . 172,
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whom he quarrels, and knocks out her two front teeth, besides disfiguring
her face ; screams resound, the mother of the girl pursues the boy, the neigh-
bours join in the clamour, and there is every prospect of a fight (worthy of the
Henrietta-street colony at the back of my London rooms), when gendarmes
interfere, and forcibly wind up the commotion ; as a “moral” or finale to
which, the mother of the injured girl inflicts a violent chastisement on her
small daughter, either to teach her a better choice of companions, or to impress
her with the fact that the saying, “ misfortunes never come single,” is a solemn
truth. B

The Widow Lionardi, to her dinner of stewed veal, trout, and roast lamb,
adds a dish of “fiardoni,” or cakes made of pastry and broccio—in other
words, cheesecakes, or as they are called in Crete, Kppried Miofpomsre.
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7-153.—Reach La Piana, a pleasant looking country village, loftily placed
amid this glorious scenery, and possessing a Piazza or Place, where Domenico
is waiting to point out the hotel, a little house with ladder-staircases, cleaner
than usual, leading to two tiny rooms unexpectedly snug and clean. The
landlord, with that obliging manner and homely good breeding so constantly
observable in this island, after a short apology for ‘“our poor and rustic
dwelling, where you must not expect much,” prepares the little table for
dinner, which is served up by a bustling country girl; and in this remote
village inn, where the slenderest accommodation might have been looked for
not only were the clean cloth and napkins and silver spoons such as you might
expect at town hotels, but the fare was all good, and well cooked. Corsican
country inns are, it is cvident, surprisingly satisfactory by comparison with
those of the towns.

The short journey of to-day, as well as thc morning passed at Carghésé,
have left plenty of pleasant memories ; and the air here is so fresh and bracing
that G., who, thanks to quinine, has had no fresh attack of fever, will now I think
escape that enemy. Altogether this second “fytte” of Corsican travel
seems to have commenced prosperously.

Tong kept this part of the island uninhabited -might become a place of commerce, were there any road
from Fiscaiola.

In the neighourhood of La Piana are two ruins, or rather two remembrances, which are associated
with the ancient times of the island history  the castle of Guinepro, near the tower of Porto, and that
of Jean Paul de Leca, the first and most indefatigable movers of that perpetual insurrection of Corsica
again-t the Genoeve, which lasted four centuries, and only closed with aoli. - alery, i., pp. 100, 101.
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containing one available decent bed-room, and a sort of public chamber, where
they promised some supper. G. shortly joined me, with two wild-looking
individuals bringing up the roba; but these men, being in a festive and
elated state, asked fabulous sums for each article, and on G. refusing to pay
so much, a row ensued. The most outrageous of the “savage men” kicked
a saddle-bag down-stairs, and was proceeding to further violence, when a
compromise was come to by aid of the gendarme, and peace was finally
restored. I had previously been told that the people of Corte had the
reputation of being dirtier and more turbulent than any in the island, and,
however unwilling to harbour unfavourable impressions, my first hour in this
place tends to make me think the character is not undeserved.

Throughout all this hullabaloo, the people of the house—Andrei,a man and
his two daughters—took no part in it, and after the savage porters had gone,
were civil and kindly after their fashion, and provided a tolerable supper. G.
puts up my camp-bed in the next room to the public one; but has a less
chance of a night’s rest than even mine, on a chair in the salon. Already
these small apartments are more than full, and others are flocking into the
house. Sleep, at least during the féte of the Duc de Padoue’s statue, is not
to be looked for in the capital of Paoli’s Corsica.(*)

(*) It is but justice to say that on the morrow the landlord of the Hétel de I’Europe, for whom the
excitement and possibly the good cheer of the three days’ féte necessitate some allowance, apologised
very fully for his inattention, not to say rudeness ; and as I have heard his hotel well spoken of, Iam
willing to think that the nineteenth of May, 1868, was an exceptional day in his history.













































May 22.] ° ASCENT TO CERVIONE 131

A very pleasant lane is the pretty stecp ascent from the coast road to
Cervione, shaded by chesnut and ilex, bordered with fern, and ever and anon
with pecps into dells full of vineyard and walnut and cherry trees; as you
mount higher the views are increasingly beautiful, overlooking all the wide
plain of Aleria southward, and with Elba and the bright sca on the east.
Extreme richness of foliage is the characteristic of the ncarer part of the
prospect down to the shore, and I am frequently reminded of the views from
Massa Carrara and Pietra Santa, with the plain of Via Reggio below.
Sendinz on Flora and C*, I stop to draw for a time, and then proceed to
Cervione, which stands at about seven kilomeétres distant from the Bastia road
on that leading to the west side of the island, or rather to the central point of
Ponte della Leccia.(')

Cervionc is a good sized town (it was for a short time a Sous-préfecture),
and has an imposing appearance from its high position, its lofty church tower,
and massive many-windowed houses, like those of Sarténé, all of which added
to some great rocks immediately above it, make a picturesque scene in
combination with the rich foliage—what cherry, chesnut, and walnut trees!'—
on every side, and with the grand view of the plain and sea afar. Its street,
too, posscsses a certain air of activity and life, and on the Piazza fronting the
south is the very tolerably clean little house by way of a * hotel,” containing
a billiard-room and café below stairs, and a large and not ill-kept apartment
above, arrived at by one of the ladders that do daty for staircases in these parts.

labour. and live chiefly on chesnuts ; throughout the district it is almost the universal diet, and in the
cantyn of Alesani as many as twenty-two different kinds of dishes are <aid to be made from it (Falery,
p- 308). The canton of Piedicroce of Orezza is spoken of as that where a great variety of small wares
are made, and the Abbé Galletti says it is that in which the population work more than those of any
other canton in Consica, a character also given to it so far back as the days of Filippini.  Much detail
relating to this part of the island, including notices of some of their oldest churches, S. Michele of
Morato among others, is to be found in Galletti, and there are good descriptions of the beauty of the
landscape near Bevinco and Olmeta in Forester's book.  The mineral waters of Orezza are celebrated
(see Bennet, p. 263).  The history of Maria Gentili—the modem Antigone (see Grecortins, Benson,
&c.) -of Oletta, and of Viterbi of Penta, are tales of Conican life illustrative of this part of the island.
—E 1]

(") Cervione, an industrious and progressing village, and counting more than 1,400 inhabitants, is
one of the two suppressed préfectures.— } alery, i., p. 282.

1 dinel with the sub-préfet of Bastia ; tasted a great variety of wines. I had not conceived that
Corsica produced any so excellent ; some were like port, strong, rough, and full bodied ; some rich and
sweet, ~o much resembling Frontignac, that they are frequently sold as such ; others like Chablis ; and
another sort similar to the best Herefordshire perry.— Benson, p. 56.

All the villages of the canton of Cervione make wine, which is their greatest resource, and much
esteemed in Corsica. . . . . The territories of Cervione and Corte produce a wine which is not
much inferior to Bordeaux. The wines of the cantons of Sari d'Urcino, Tallano, and Sartené, and the
muscat wine of Cape Corse, may be compared with the best wines of the Continent. . . . . .
The Corsicans make plenty of admirable wines, for their grapes are excellent.  They make in Capx
Corso two very good white wines ; one of them has a great resemblance to Malaga.  The other of these
white wines is something like Frontignac. At Fuiiani they make a white wine very like Syracuse, net
quite o luxcious, and, upon the whole, preferable toit.  In some villages they make a rich sweet wine,
mach resembling Tokay. At Vescovato and at Campoloro they make wine very ike Burgundy ; and
over the whole island there are wines of different sorts, — Gallets, pp. 40, 182, 1806, 187,
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than once given—in order that I may have some talk with him, as I shall be
off so carly to-morrow. M. Gravie tells me he has been in Corsica forty years,
and in this place twenty, having marricd a Corsican wife; I am the only
Englishman he has cver seen at Vescovato, with the exception that once
the English Vice-consul at Bastia slept here. The lifc of a gendarme in this
island forty years ago was, he says, indeed, one of danger, when banditism
and vendetta were flourishing institutions, and if one could but have staid
here some days, unlimited storcs of romance might have been taken down
from this old ex-official’s recital. .

Seeing how much pains these good folk took to please me, I was vexed
that I could not cat, and therefore sat the longer to talk with this pleasant
old man, in whose conversation there was something sad as well as interesting,
particularly when he spoke of France. I should much like to linger here
some days, but it cannot be done; I must sce Corsica hastily or not at
all. Meanwhile I only just hope to escape fever while I am in the island, not
at all on account of the prevalence of malaria, but because fatigue always
awakes the old slumberings of an illness to which I have for years been liable.

It is past 9.30 before I get to the camp-bed.

Speaking of the Casabianca family of Vescovato, and of the spirit of family or bond of relationship
so general in Corsica, M. Valery instances the three Sampieri, the three Paoli, two Abbatucci, two
Cervoni, three Casabianca, two Scbastiani —as proofs of his statement. — Fulery, i., p. 213
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CHAPTER IX.

Leave Vescovato—M. Gravie’s Sadness—Return to the Bastia Road - Valley and Bridge of the Golo—
Etang de Biguglia—City of Mariana—Great Cultivation, and Increase of Population—Diligences—
Cemetery— Arrive at Bastia—Lively Appearance of Bastia—Hotel de France—Description of the
Town and Port—Gourds and Chains—Plans for the rest of Corsican Tours—A Day in the Vicinity
of Bastia—Difficulty of Drawing in a High Road—Leave Bastia for Cap Corse—Sea-shore Road
—Distant View of Elba—Capo Sagro - Sisco—Valley of Luri-—Village of Piazza di Luri—Madame
Cervoni’s tidy and pleasant House—Luri is to be the farthest point I visit in the North of Corsica
—White Wine of Luri—Silkworms —Industry of Cap Corse —Visit to Seneca’s Tower — Ascent—
Great Beauty of the Valley—Road to Pino—Tablet in the Rock—Capuchin Convent—View from
it—M. Tomei—Leave Piazza di Luri and return to Bastia.

May 23.—Quinine and a good night’s rest in a quiet house are great things;
by mistake I have risen at 3.30, an hour earlier than was necessary, when —

‘“ Morn broadened on the borders of the dark.”

Would that I could have got some notes and ideas of that chesnut scenery
along the last few kilomeétres along the Bastia road ! especially of the town I
believe to have been Venzolasca, about which the beautiful effects of light and
shade were declightful ; but owing to hurry, and that the sun was low and
directly opposite the eye, drawing was not possible.

Vescovato, closcly shut in between densely-wooded heights, with few
distant glimpses of the shining eastern sea, might, it seems to me, have suited
Jean Jacques, had he accepted the Buttafuoco invitation, from its peaceful
and remote position. Murat in the Franceschetti house, and Filippini in his
own, must have found the place fitted to their wants ; but it may be doubted
if Count Buttafuoco, after the celebrated letter of Napoleon Buonaparte, did
so. All these, and other names remarkable in history, stamp Vescovato as
a town of peculiar intecrest.

After coffee, I took leave of my landlord, M. Gravie, who said, “ Je ne
crois pas, monsicur, que nous nous reverrons.” On my asking him last night
if he had ever revisited France, the poor old fellow said, “ Non, monsieur,
je n’'ai jamais vu la France depuis que je l'ai quittée, et maintenant je ne la
reverrai plus”” I do not think my worthy host was convinced that I was
not a political agent of some sort, partly because it has always been a charac-
teristic of Vescovato to mix itself up in or initiate surprising political events;
and partly that, after all, it is very difficult for these people to reconcile the
popular notion of a painter laboriously working his way from place to place





































































May 27.) : LEAVE BASTIA. 2c9

CHAPTER X.

Ieave Bastia—Ascent—Gardens— View over the Plain of Biguglia—Range of the Nebbio Hills—Gulf
of St. Florent—Pass between Rocks—Town of St. Florent—Hotel des Passageurs—Arrival of
Ironclads—Solitude around St. Florent—Picturesque Houses—Excellent Cheer at M. Donzella's
Inn—New Beds—Leave St. Florent—Scenery on the North of Corsica—Approach to fle Rousse ;
its Picturesque Bay and Rocks—Interior of the Town—Hotel De Giovanni—The demure Waitress
-~Leave lle Rousse—Algayola, its descrted appearance—Beautiful Scenery of the Balagna—
Village of Lumio—Bay of Calvi, and approach to the Town—Legend of the imprudent Bishop—
Forsaken condition of Calvi; its Fortifications—Civility of Corsican innkeepers—Calvi the
Faithful—Neighbourhood of Calenzana.

May 27, 6 AM—Off from the Hotel de France, a very fair inn, with a good
cook and very obliging master.

The read to la Balagna (')—the two divisions of which, upper and lower, 1
have just four days to “do”—climbs the steep hill immediately behind Bastia
as soon as you lcave it, and zig-zags among villas and fruit gardens, with a
view of the city cver at your feet, and more and more of a “bird's-eye”
naturc as you go slowly up the stiff ascent. In many of the gardens I
remark a profusion of tall white lilies ; cypresses, too, which are not common
in Corsica ; (*) and, for the first time in the island, Japan medlars.

Towards the south, the plain of Mariana and the unhcalthy marsh and
lake of Biguglia are spread out as if in an unrolled map ; no breeze is stirring,
and looking eastward there is not a single ruffle or ripple on the calm water
from shore to horizon. So dclicatcly smooth is it, as perfectly to resemble
the palest bluc-gray satin, with a broad and lovely shimmer of light castward
of Elba—

“* A light upon the shining sea.”

Higher up, city and cultivation left behind, the now well-known Corsican

("1 An excellent road first climbs the sides of Monte Bello for a couple of miles.  You look down on
soar left intothe plain of Biguglia and Furiani, and into the large lagoon into which the river Bevinco
empties itsel. . .. When the summit is reached, the road descends towards the western coast, the
eastern being lost from sight ; and the enchanting picture of the Gulf of San Fiorenzo suldenly
opens out before youreyes. . . . This road was laid down by Count Marbaeur, andd it was here that
Bernadotte laboured on the roads. —Gregervius, p. 253

The road from Bastia to St. Florent presents such steep iiclives and so many curves, that sooner or
later it will be necessary to rectify it by the valleys of the Bevinco and the Aliso. Itis little freuentad,
aned the pasage of carts meet throughout great difficultios. - - Grandchampe, p. 104,

¢+ I «aw but few and small cypresses in Corsica, yet they ought to belong particululy to this
island of death. —Gregorovius, p. 240.

(4]








































































May 29.] CALENZANA. 225

just now almost black under piles of thunder-cloud, and I doubt if many
finer subjects of the sort can be scen. (See Plate 36.) Later, I draw on the
opposite side of the town until warned off by the chill from stagnant ditches
and low frog-frequented pools below flourishing tamarisk, when 1 go up to
the citadel ; the street leading to it is cleanly kept and well paved, and had
it not been so late in the day I could well have liked to see the upper part
of the city, beyond the gate over which the celebrated inscription—

“CIVITAS CALVI
SEMPER FIDELIS—"
still remains.

I made little progress up the steep narrow lanes between the fortress
walls, for the heat of the day and climbing about the rocks had pretty well
tired me, and I soon returned to the hotel, the sounds of a pianoforte and
the cry of a peacock being—for I saw no living creature—my only memories
connected with life in upper Calvi.(')

() [Calvi is the point from which to go to Calenzana, one of the most interesting of Corsican
villages, and which, as well as the portion of the west coast from Calvi to Porto, I regret not to
swe.—E. L]

Calenzana, one of the most populous of the smaller towns in Corsica, with nearly 2,000 inhabi-
tants, is worth visiting from Calvi.  Instead of being on an inaccessible height, as are many villages
ot the island, Calenzana stands in a fresh and pretty valley, and has a glimpse of the sea. I visited the
cemetery of the Germans (Campo Santo de’ Tedeschid, where the Corsicans defeated  the German
auniliaries of the Genoese under the Austiian general Wactendoch, The campaign of the Germans
began on August 10, 1731, and lasted cighteen months, and in it they lost more than 3,000 men.
At one period the inhabitants of Calenzana, who had but a few score pistols, thiew their hives at
the heads of the assailants, and this charge of bees threw the enemy’s army into contusion, and
contnibuted 1o the victory of the Corsicans.  The scene of that fiighttul carnage is a vendant
and fertile fiekl, and every year, after Gowd Friday, the clergy visit it, and sprinkle with holy
water the earth where the bones of the strangers he. . . . . . Near Calenzany, in the
midst of some fields, is the Oratory of S. Restituta, spoken of by Filippini—one ot the most ancient
and venerated sanctuaries of Corsica, most probably of Pisan umes, but unhappily it has been
modernised.  The little church of S, Picnne a singular building  though also 1estored, 1s of the
date of the Pisans,

The exploit of the Calenzana bees gives me an ocasion of defending the honey of Corsica against
three great poets of antiquity, Virgil, Horace, and Ovid, who reproach it for ats bitterness. The
Intter taste proceads from the flowers of myrtle, box, lentisk, arbutus, and laurel, on which the bees
feed, and prevails during autumn only, for the honey made in the spring is on the contrary very sweet
and agrecable, and particularly wholesome.  The ancients esteemied the wan of Cotsica very highly,
and two facts recorded by T. Livius prove the activity of its bees  a st tubute of 100,000 s, of
wax was paid to the Romans to buy peace ; and a second was paid two years later, of 200,000 1h.,
= Valery, i., p. 92.

There is a vast quantity of honey produced in Corsica, for the island has from the carliest times
been remarhable for its swarms of bees. . . . . Many people think the itterness which v the
Consican honey very agreeable. - Boswed, pp. 48, 49.

Calenzana is the most important of the villages named (Lumio,  Monte Maggiore, & and 18 one
. of the most populous of the island ; it is placed in a fertile and wll-cultnatad plam ; it streets are
paved, Ne. ~Galletts, p. 122,

Speaking of the defeat of the Imperialists when of the Getman auviluries sobl to the Geneese
Ly the Emperor Charles VI, 500 were left dead on February 2od, 1732 Giegorovius adds, ** The
Coracans buried the foreigners, who had come into thar country to tght aganst hbetty, on the
Ixautiful hill-side between Calvi and Calenzana.  On foreign but heroic sl rest the bones ot

'D
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It is strange how the proprictors of these inns, who appear to have no
regular customers, are able to provide so well as they do for chance comers.
Yet the dinner at the Hotel de la Marina admitted of no complaint, for there
was good soup, preceding a dish of lamprey, followed by boiled meat and
potatoes, steaks, and a lobster salad, a pudding, cheese, and cherries.

Late in the cvening the storm clouds pass away, and the mountains on
the other side of the bay become clear; they are very majestic, though more
wall-like and less interesting than when partly hidden by mysterious cloud.

our poor brothers. . . . . And on every Easter Saturday, to the present day, the priests come
from Calenzana to these graves of their foes—the * Campo Santo de’ Tedeschi,’ as the field is called
by the people—to besprinkle with holy water the spot where the poor hirelings fell. . . . . It
seemed to me as if I, who was one of the few Germans who have stood upon the hirelings’ graves
at Calenzana, and perhaps the only one who thought of them, was bound to thank the noble natior of
the Consicans, in the name of Germany, for this magnanimous and humane fellow feeling. And I
dedicate the following inscription to my countrymen :—

‘ EFIIAFH ON JHE 500 GERMAN MERCENARIES OF CALENZANA.

Five hundred wretched hirelings here we came,

To Genoa by our own Emperor sold,

The freedom of the Corsicans to slay ;

For the offence we lic here in our blood,

And do sad penance in a foreign grave.

Not guilty call us, but for pity meet :

The foeman covers us with mercy o'er ;

Revile not, wanderer, that dark age's sons ;

Ye living shall make good our ignominy sore. " — Gregorozius, p. 276,

I took tothe sea again at Calvi, in order to go to the tower of La Girolata and to La Piana,
The coast of Galeria is now wholly uncultivated. . . . The little port is not a bad one,
and this i one of the many points in Corsica which ought to engage the attention of Government and
attract capitalist~. it was in the gulf of Girolata that John Doria, by an exploit worthy of his unde
the great Doria, whose galleys he commanded, fought with and took prisoner the terrible Corsair Dragut,
who had made such frequent and terrible incursions in Corsica.  As he, with all his crew, were being
put in chains, Lavalette, afterwards Grand Master of Malta, said to him, *‘Sefor Dragut, usanza di
guerra,”  ““ Mudanza di fortuna,™ replied the Mussulman, who had formerly seen Lavalette one of his
own slaves.— Falery, i., p. 95.

At the end of the gulfs of Girolata and Porto are still scen some huts inhabited by cultivators or
shepherds ;3 these hamlets are called Curzo, Pertinello, &c., all built partly on the ruins of old villages
devastated and bumed by the Genoese.  All this district, mostly uncultivated and wild, is included in
the names of Galeria and Filosorma, and it is also called La Balagna Deserta.—Galletti, p. 130.

Formerly all this part of Corsica was peopled by a race of peasants of warlike and restless pro-
clivitics, and the Genoese Government determined on dispersing the whole population by burning their
houses and destroying their habitations  All these ancient villages formed two pitves, or cantons,
Ermito and Sia.  In the time of the historian Filippini there only existed the single village, Luzzopes,
belonging to the old pieve of Ermito 5 but later this also shared the same fate as that of the others.—
Galletti, p. 128.

The Basins, between Calvi and Ajaccio, ot the Fango, of the Porto, and the Liamone, will Le utilised
by the working out of the forests which crown their heights, and that of the Fango opening to the gulf of
Galeria, will become one of the richest and most fertile of the island. The finest forests of Corsica
would be available by the gulfs of Porto and Ajaccio. These valleys, at present wild and uncultivated,
would be converted into lands of admirable fertility. Already the Greek coluny of Carghésé has shown, *
on the lands given to them between Paomia and Sagona, what industry can effect. —Grandchamps,
pp- 22, 23.

Port of Galeria, at the mouth of the river Fango, not safe.  No port in the gulfs of Porto and
Girolata  Port of Sagona little fiequented, and not good at present.--See Grandchamps. pp. 89, Go.
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cye delights in fresh and cnchanting views; here you pause to look at a
particularly graccful hamlet with its tall church spirc and cluster of brown
flat-roofed houscs ; a little way on you are arrested by park-like tracts of oak
and corn-ficlds, dipping down to a broad plain-like flat, edged with Ithome-
like hills and promontorics, with interlacings of cultivated levels to the shining
sea and pale Cap Corse. .

Ncar Muro the mid-day halt is ordained by Flora and C°, and breakfast
hastily despatched below a friendly oak, to allow of my walking back three
kilometres in order to make a difficult drawing of the lovely scene near
Avapessa, as well as of one or two more near Muro; for having now scen one
side, or wing, so to specak, of this theatre, I have sclected these two out of a
multitude of almost equally beautiful subjects. Indeed, a theatre is no bad
simile as applied to this great basin, by far the most industriously cultivated,
the most cheerful and beautiful in all Corsica —the oak woods and the great
cliffs above may represent the galleries; and, next in order, the villages,
gardens, and terraces stand for tiers of boxes; the flat level of olives and
corn for the pit; the sca and remote hills for the stage and scenery.

At 1 Flora and C® start anew ; the village of Muro, at the twenty-second
kilometre from Calvi, in a corner of one of the great hollows or recesses
formed by a projection of the hill, with its high white campanile and com-
binations of arches among its housces, would be an clegant subject cven on the
Amalfi or Positano coast. The road (as usual, excellent) is a regular cornice,
running at a great height along the mountain side, and generally close to the
villages, of which there is a succession—frequently hidden till you are close
upon them—peeping out of little bays of foliage as you wind round the
buttresses or spurs of the lofty heights.  Feliceto and Nessa are the next
hamlets ; Speloncato, Villa, Costa, Occhiatona, are further on, each with its
own characteristic beauty, and forming a continuance of mountain-village
scenes, such as can hardly be imagined.

It is 2.30 when, always by a gradual ascent, Belgodére (') is approached ; it is
the highest and last of all the communes in this remarkable horse-shoe valley,
or rather collection of valleys, which unite in the cultivated level area below.,
As one looks back to the west from about the thirticth kilomdétre from Bastia,
there are perhaps the best views of the whole scene; yet it is on a scale so
extensive and varied, that it would be very difficult to convey any idea of it
with the pencil ; separately, the hamlets are full of picturesque beauty, but
such morsels would not represent the character of the whole landscape ; while
the great size of the mountains, together with the tiny proportions the viilages

) Belgodeére, an ancient village of 800 inhabitants, was founded by one of those Mazquises odi Male-
<pina, callend from ltaly by the Corsicans to govern them during the ninth century. The view ot the wea
awel of the cheerful valley of Fiumeregine, so fertile in olives, justifies the choice of the site. Faderny, 1,
P74
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repaired, yet the waters of the river having subsided, a carriage can easily
ford them.

AMay 31.—M. le Maire joins me at sunrise with coffee, and at 5.30 A.M. walks
with me a good distance out of the village on my way. Provokingly watchful,
my host does not allow me the least chance of conveying a “tip” to the female
domestic, a point not easily attained in such houses. I am sorry to take leave
of M. Jean André Malaspina. Nothing could be kinder than the behaviour
of these amiable people, to whom a stranger and servant coming thus e/’
tmproviso might well have been somewhat a cause of difficulty.

A long and steep ascent leads eastward from Belgodére; this, the outpost
of Balagna, being the last of its villages but one small hamlet, Palasca ; and
half an hour having been given to making a last drawing of the “ garden of
Corsica,” the fertile olive-dotted and yellowing plains soon disappear as the
shoulder of the mountain is turned, and the line of blue and green Nebbio
hills takes the place of more varied and cheerful scenery. A wild uninha-
bited space, contrasting strongly with the gay landscape of yesterday is now
looked down on as the road winds upwards, and as at this height the heat of
the day is not felt, I walk on to the top of the pass, or Bocca di Santa Colum-
bana, reaching it at 8.30 (at seven and a half kilométres from Belgodére, and
fifty and a half from Calvi). Little is there to be remarked on the way up—
a road to the right towards the top leads to the forest of Tartagine, (') to Olmi,
and other villages : to the left, far below, is a wide expanse of sea, and a scrap
of Ile Rousse and its rocks; and all elsc, excepting some groups of cattle at
a fountain, is a breadth of maquis-covered hill-tops.

On the southern side of the Bocca di Santa Columbana, the great snowy
summits of the highest mountains ncar Asco and the Niolo are seen, but their
bases are cut off by a range of lower hills, among which a very steep descent,
which occupies, at a rattling pace, from 8.30 to 10 A.M., leads southward to
Corte, mostly by the stony bed of a nearly dry torrent. Ever and anon above
the rounded and cystus covered sides of this narrowing gorge peer the jagged
and snowy Alp tops, but it is not to be denied that this part of the day's
journey possesses very slender interest, and the observer is reduced to the con-
templation of perverse stray cattle, who on no account will allow the carriage
to pass them, but keep ever foolishly running on for miles ahead of the
horses; and of the groups, few and far between, of Corsicans on mules, all in
black cloth, but all carrying becaming white umbrellas. Here and there this
closely shut-in valley is enlivened by a plot of corn, or two or three walnut

(") The valley of Tartagine is in parts very well cultivated ; among others, the canton of Olmi-Capella,
where are olive, ilex, and chesnut trees.  The inhabitants are cattle breeders, and from this locality
come the mules which transport the oils of La Balagna to Castaniccia and to Corte.—Grandchamps,
pp- 41. 60. &c.
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day is overcast and cloudy, or from the great contrast of the scenery
here to that of the gay and beautiful Balagna, Ponte della Leccia seems to
me the gloomiest place I have visited in Corsica. Nor do the few people
about it enliven it—a grave and solemn set, all dressed in black velve-
teen ; their dialect, however, is perfectly easy to understand, and their
civility unfailing.

There are intervals when the most enthusiastic tire of travel, and I confess
that the two hours I pass at Ponte della Leccia are of such a kind; I am
vexed, too, that I have not time to visit Morosaglia and Ponte Nuovo, and
other places. And to-day even the head of the travelling establishment,
the little dog Flora, in spite of all her valuable and amiable qualities, is
out of favour, for in these unclean places she contracts so large an amount
of the only vivacity they possess, in the shape of lively insects, that her
propinquity is shunned, to avoid contagion, so that when she enters a
room she has to be ejected, an indignity she bears with touching meekness
and grace.

2.30 P.M.—Off from Ponte della Leccia; the road running below distant
dark-cragged mountains, where stormy effects and gleams of light on snow
and granite create many a grand picture, but none of so distinctive a nature
as to induce me to halt to make drawings. Many carts, containing great
numbers of Italians—Lucchesi as they call them here, on account of their
coming chiefly from that part of Italy—are met. These industrious people
are returning to Bastia, to embark for Leghorn. (!)

At Ponte Francardo,(?) where the river Golo, which descends here from
the Niolo, is left, the road procceds between a pass of narrow rocks, where a
drawing might well have been made had the landscape painter been in an
industrious mood ; but it was otherwise, and Corte—the approach to it from
this side (sce page 173) is assuredly most majestic—was reached by 4.30 P.M.,
Domenico driving at a great pace, to have as much leisure as possible for the
enjoyment of city life.

On arriving at the little inn I had stayed at during my first visit, I find
that the house is full, and as Domenico recommends another, which he
says is “ Bello e grande, ¢ ci vanno tutti i alti signori—fine and large,
and frequented by the greatest persons of Corsica,” I go thither, as it is
situated at that end of the town from which I have to start to-morrow.

(1 The Corsicans have, to the present time, maintained their well-founded reputation of shrinking
from work. . . . . I have had proof of the deep-seated contempt they feel for the poor and indus-
trious Lucchesi, because they leave their homes and work in the sweat of their brow, to take home
some little savings to their families.

I often heard the word Lucchese employed as a term of abuse ; indeed, in the mountains of the
interior especially, all field labour is hated, and deemed unworthy of a free man.—Gregorevius.

(*) Two enormous rocks very near cach other, between which the carriage road passes, give to the
place the name of Strette d’'Omessa, beyond the bridge of Francardo. Here Sampiero held in check
the Genoese troops ; and all parts hereabouts are full of historical interest. — Gal'etti, p. 203.
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But so disgusting is thc room I am shown into, that it is not possible
to remain in it, and I am at my wits’ end, for should I go to the only
remaining inn, the Hotel de I'Europe, that also might happen to be full, and
then I should have no chance of shelter, for here they would hardly take me
in if I returned, and the President, M. Corteggiani, I had already ascertained,
was absent from Corte. Fortunately for me, some people at this moment
are leaving the hotel, and Giorgio scizing on their room, and giving it a
thorough cleaning, it becomes habitable for the few hours I need it. A very
tolerable dinner is provided, and the people—let me say what I can of good
—are all thoroughly civil.

But oh! for the nice clean little rooms of Evisa, Luri, and St. Florent !
or cven of Grosseto, Carghésé, or Piana! From all these villages the proud
city of Corte may well take long and deep lessons of cleanliness and
decency.
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CHAPTER XIIL

Leave Corte—Return to Venaco, and Walk to Lugo and Serraggio—Visit to the Moufflon—Mid-day
Halt in a Chesnut Wood—Blackbirds and Nightingales—Thunderstorm—Return to Vivario—
The Hotel there—The Handsome Daughters of the Landlady—Praises of Miss C.—Fine Weather
and Return late to Ponte del Vecchio—Grand Scenery near it—Leave Vivario—Ascent to the
Forest of Sorha—Another Beautiful Forest—Distant View of the Plains of Fiumorbo—Arrival at
Ghisoni—Smartness of its Hotel—Rain and Storm—Gloomy Position of Ghisoni—The Road to
the Forest of Marmano —Great Rocks of Kyrie Eleison—The Convict Settlement or Penitencier
in the Pine Forest—Doctor Casanova—Early Momning in the Forest of Marmino—The, Col de
Verde and Long Descent to Cozzano—Loss of a Horse-shoe, and Delay—Unruly Charcoal Burners
—Great Valley of Guitera—Hotel of the Baths—Hot Springs of Guitera—The Pleasant Waitress
—Ascent to Zicavo; Description of the Villages—Return to Guitera—Beautiful Valleys between
Guitera and the Sea—Santa Maria Zicché —Return to Grosseto, Cauro, and Ajaccio—Leave
Ajaccio for Nice.

Fune 1.—At 5 AM. 1 leave Corte—nor can I add with regret—once more.
Happy are they for whose noses much suffering is not decreed! but let those
whose sense of smell is declicate avoid Corte until it be blessed with better
drainage and cleaner habits.

It is a clecar morning, and the drive up to the beautiful chesnut woods of
Santa Maria di Venaco is delightful. To me this place is one of the most
charming as a summer dwelling, of all I have seen in Corsica, excepting parts
of Paradise-Balagna: besides its high and open position, it has the advan-
tages of a plentiful supply of water, and of lovely walks among walnut
and chesnut groves in every direction. From here I send on Flora and C*
to Vivario, where to-night must be passed, intending to walk thither, the
distance being but fiftecn kilométres.

At Lugo, the first village through which the road passes, there are
triumphal arches and flags, and other unexpected indications of excitement,
with a large inscription of *“ Hommage a Mariani "—from all which I learn
that the Baron Mariani of Corte is expected here to-day to visit his estates,
and a féte has been promoted in consequence. Enquiring after that very
exclusive beast, the transitory “ Moufflon,” I hear he is really returned to his
mountain home at Serraggio, and on reaching that place at 8 A.M. I proceed
to ascertain the dwelling of his Moufflonship.(') “L’animale,” however, as the

(1) And there is here a curious animal called muffoli. It resembles a stag, but hath horns like a
ram, and a skin uncommonly hard. It is very wild, and lives on the highest mountains, where it can
hardly be approached, it is so nimble. It will jump from rock to rock, at the distance of many feet,
and, if hard chased to the extremity of a cliff from whence it can reach no other, it will throw itself over,
and with surprising agility pitch upon its horns, without recciving any hurt.  Yet, when these creatures
are taken young, they are very easily tamed. M. de Marbceuf, the French commander at the time 1 was
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ADDITIONAL NOTES.

[IN order to avoid the insertion of too many notes in the text of the
“ Journal in Corsica,” I have thrown into a single chapter some necessary
and desirable information on various subjects connected with the island
—its natural formation, history, the manners of its inhabitants, &c. The
whole is given in the shape of notes, to cach of which is appended the
authority from which it is borrowed.—E. L]

Corsica is the third largest island in the Mediterranean, Sicily and Sardinia being both
of greater size. It is situated between the 41° and 43° of N. latitude, and between the
6° and 7° of E. longitude. The distance from the coast of Italy is 56 miles, from that of
France, go. Its length is 115 miles, and its greatest breadth about 54. Corsica is a mere
mass of Alpine ridges rising out of the sca like a vessel or the roof of a house. The moun-
tains attain their highest elevation in the centre.

There are two mountain ranges which form the island, running longitudinally through it
from north to south. The castern range commences at Cape Corso, a narrow longitudinal
mountain, some 3,000 feet high, and more than twenty miles long, the base of which is
bathed by the sea both cast and west. This range is secondary, calcarcous, and descends to
the south at a moderate clevation. The second range is primitive, granitic ; it com-
mences near the west coast at Isola Rossa, rises rapidly to a height of 8,000 and 9.000 feet,
and runs through the island down to its southern extremity.

The different geological nature of these two mountain ranges has, in the course of
countless ages, modified the character of the castern and western shores.

The castern range, composed, as was stated, of secondary, calcarcous rocks, is more
easily disintcgrated and washed away by the action of the clements.  Owing to this cause,
the rivers which descend from their sides, and form the central regions of the island, through
clefts which these calcarcous mountains present, have deposited at their base alluvial plains
of considerable extent. Through these rich alluvial plains several large streams meander to
reach the sea. This they accomplish with difficulty, owing to the lowness of the shore and
to the prevalence of the scirocco or south-east wind, which constantly throws up large
masses of sand at their mouths. Hence the formation, along the castern shore, of large salt-
water ponds, into some of which the rivers empty themselves.  U'nder the burning glare of a
Mediterranean sun, these terrestrial conditions, large ponds of brackish water, marshes, and
rich alluvial plains liable to periodical overflow, embody all the elements calculated to
produce malaria of the most deadly character. By such malaria is this region rendered
all but uninhabitable for half the year.

The western, primary, granitic range of mountains is the real backbone of the island. It
must have been thrown up long before the secondary eastern range, is very much higher, and
is covered in some regions with cternal snow. This range is jagged and irregular in its
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tration of the hairs, we'should expect it to be no greater than what is caused by handling
some species of aloe, or by touching the hairy skin of a prickly pear. In either case the
irritation is a mere trifle compared to the inflammation set up by the contact of Boméyx
processionis. So convinced am I of the presence, on or in the caterpillar itself, of some acrid
principle, capable of raising blisters on the skin, that it has more than once occurred to me,
looking to the great abundance of the insects in this country, whether it might not be possible
to substitute the dried and powdered bodies of this caterpillar for the commonly used
Cantharis vesicaloria, whose tendency to produce strangury and other derangements is so
great an objection to its employment in medicine. I should be glad to send the insects to
any one desirous of experimenting, but I would rather not be the “ corpus vile > on whom to
make those experiments. I have noticed these insects, or an allied species, in Italy, and |
think in Greece and Turkey; but I believe. subject to correction from better entomologists
than myself, that Bombyx processionis is not a native of Great Britain. I cannot find the
insect described in Messrs. Westwood and Humphrey’s great work, and I hope this
destructive species may never find its way to our country.—EXSUL (Oporto), Land and
Water, March 7, 1868.
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derived from personal examination of everything described.

14 DIE INSEL CORSICA. By Dr. A. Biermann. Hamburgh. 1868.

15.

16.

. Contains much val:mble information on the mineral springs and baths of the island.

THE ALPINE JOURNAL. Longman and Co. Nos. 2§ and 26.
Contains an article on Corsica by the Rev. W. II. Hawker well worth reading.

A WINTER IN CoRsiCA. By Two Ladies. Sampson Low, Son, and Co.

17. HANDBOOK FOR CORSICA AND SARDINIA. Murray, Albemarle Street. 1869.



-
o
-
®
INDE X.
——
Altone, 110, 118, 131, 137, 138, 145 Col San Giorgio, 35, 109, 251
Ajaccio, 6—30, 115—119, 151—156, 252 Corbara, 219, 227
Alata, 16, 31 Corte, 157, 164—173, 236—238
Aleria, 60, 75, 80, 162, 175, 178, 179 Coscione, 72
Alwyola, 219, 220 Costa, 229
Aregno, 227 Cozzano, 246
Artica, Monte, 133, 139, 145 Cristinaccie, 136, 146
Asco, 224, 236
Avipessa, 228 E
B Erbalunga, 197, 199
Etang di Biguglia, 189, 209
Balagna, 172, 218, 216, 223—237, 232 Etang de Diane, 176
Barraconi, 32, 109 Evisa, 110, 126, 132, 135, 146, 147
Bastelica, 21, 28, 111, 113, 242
Bastia, 189, 191, 192, 193, 208 F
Bavella, 17, 47, 75 89’ 90—97 "
Belgodére, 224, 229, 230, 231, 233 l':fhce,w',’”
Bicchisano, 36, 38, 106, 245, 250 Figari, Gulf of, 57
119, 120, 157 Fiumorbo River, 79, 84
59 Frassetto, 250
137, 138 . l Furiani, 190
44, 100 G
Borgo, 190, 191 Ghisomaccio, 73, 79, 84, 242
Brando, 197 Ghisoni, 83, 153, 177, 242, 243
c ;. Giunchetto, 5§
. Golo River, 139, 144, 189
Calcatoggio, 120, 151 I, 157, 159
Caldarello, 57 Grosseto, 36, 107, 109
Calenzana, 221, 222 ;  Guagno, 120, 147, 148
Calvi, 221—225 . Guitera, 246, 247, 248, 249, 251
Campo di Loro, 31, 252 ;
Cap Corse, 194, 195, 228 1
Capo Moro, 21
Capo Rosso, 138 tle Rousse, 216, 217, 218, 219
Carghésé, 14, 119, 120, 121—127 Incudine, Mount, 47, 72, 75, 83, 99, 17§
Casabianda, 6o, 75, 80—83, 173, 176
Casalabriva, 39, 106 L
Cattari, 238
Cauro, 29, 33, 33, 34, 109 La Piana, 126, 128—130, 136
Castifao, 223 i Lavatoggio, 228
Castelluccio, 16, 29, 153, 155 Levié, 47, 99
Cervione, 82, 180—182 - Liamone River, 120, 150
139 Liscia, 120
127 Lucciana, 190
Lugo, 164, 238
Col de Sorba, 242, 252 * Lumio, 221, 222, 227
Col de Verde, 36, 243, 244 . Luri, 195, 200, 203, 207



272
M

Macinaggio, 195, 199
Mariana, 177, 189, 209
. Marmino, 83, 152, 177, 242—244
Migliaciarra, 72, 75, 78, 85, 87, 242
Milelli, 16, 153, 154, 155
Monaccia, 56
Monticelli, 217
Monte Cinto, 233
Monte D'Oro, 157, 158, 159, 163, 242
Monte Incudine, 250
Monte Padro, 233
Monte Renoso, 243
Monte Rotondo, 242
Morosaglia, 236
Moufflon, 30, 164, 239
Murato, 228 .
Muro, 228, 229
N
Nebbio, 197, 210, 211, 215, 216
Niolo, 137, 139

Occhiatona, 229

Olmeto, 27, 36, 40, 106, 251
Olmi, 233

Ortola, Kiver, 55

Ostricone, 215§

Otta, 131, 133, 146

Paomia, 122

Pero, Gulf of, 127

Piannatoli, §7

Pietra Corbara, 199

Pietrapola, Baths of, 78, 84, 85
Pinarello, Gulf of, 73

Ponte della Leccia, 224, 234—236
Ponte del Vecchio, 240

Ponte Francardo, 236

Ponte Nuovo, 236

Porticciolo, 199

Porto, Gulf of, 110, 126, 131, 132
* Porto Favone, 74

Porto Pollo, 39, 245

Porto Vecchio, 17, 27, 65 —72
Propriano, 36, 44, 105

Prunelli, 31, 32

Punto della Fautea, 73

Quasquara, 251
uenza, 72
Q R
Renoso, Monte, 32, 39, 82, 106, 1 57—l 59
Restonica, River, 165
Rogliano, 195
Rotondo, Monte, 82, 120, 163, 167
Roccaspina, Cape, 56

INDEX. ‘

S

Sagona, Gulf of, 119, lzo, 125, 148, 150
Sagoma, 252,

San Gavino, 98

Santa Columbana, 224, 232

Santa Giulia, 65

Santa Lucia (di Porto Vecchio), 73
Santa Maria di Venaco, 163, 238, 242
Santa Maria Zicché, 36, 111, 249

St. Antoine, 18, 29, 156

Sant Antonino, 227 .

St. Florent, 210, 211, 212, 213, 214
Santa Reparata, 217"

Sardinia, §7, 63, 70

Sari, 119, 148, 151, 252 .
Sariola, 157

Sarténé, 17, 27, 36, 45—53, 104
Serraggio, 163, 164, 339, 240

Sevato, 256

. Sisco, 199

Solenzaro, 17, 72, 74, 75. 87, 88, 89
Sollacard, 39, 250

Sorba, 117, 152, 241

Spedale’ 17, 69» 70

Speloncato, 229

Stabiaccia, 65

Suarella, 32

Surbalaconi, Bagni di, 107

T

Taravo, River, 36, 38, 106, 107, 245, 250, 251
Tarco, River, 74 .

Tallano, Santa Lucia di, 45, 47, 49, 100--104
Tavaria, River, 44. 48, 49, 100, 104
Tavignano, River, 8o, 162, 164, 172,
Travo, River, 77

174,175, 178

U
Ucciani, 157

\'
Vabolesco, 77, 84
Valdoniello, 109, 118, 126, 137, 139, 140—145
Valinco, Gulf of, 36, 39, 44, 100, 245
Vecchio, River, 163
Ventilegne, Gulf of, 57
Vescovato, 183, 184, 185, 186
Venzolasca, 183
Vico, 110, 118, 126, 147, 149
Villa, 229
Vivario, 156, 165, 240, 241, 242
Vizzavona, 162

Z

Zicavo, 36, 102, 111, 152, 246, 247

Zonza, 47, 89, 98

PRINTED BY CASSELL, PETTER, AND GALPIN, HELLE SAUVAGS WORKS, LONDON, E.C.





















